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at will, stop diem when a Joshua asks it of him. All confidence in God
misleads dangerously as soon as that confidence ceases to be simply
the certainty that a physical law cannot be violated and that man can
count on it. Thus it is that he must understand the word: God, who is
faithful; and not otherwise. It is in this sense that I wrote: "The (so-
called) miracles are God's infidelities." Any prayer that asks God to
intervene in the operation of his own laws is impious. And what I am
writing here seems to me so obviously true that I am almost ashamed
to express it.
5 December
"Besides, it's very simple," said that excellent lady at that excellent
luncheon yesterday. . . . "Besides, it's very simple: if I didn't have
servants I couldn't knit any more for the poor."
14 December
In Le Temps of 13 December: "A young Russian Pascal.*' This is
the title of a brief article about a certain Nicolas Dmitriev, nine years
old, who is reported to be gifted with extraordinary mathematical pow-
ers. Professor Tchistiakov, who has examined him, declares that in his
forty years of teaching he has never encountered such faculties. This
takes place in Moscow.
Will Communism try to reduce young Dmitriev to some common
measure? . . . The leaders of the U.S.S.R. are not so stupid. Dmitriev
is given special care, a special treatment. Of course! And the regime
will not be any less Communist on this account.
At Geneva for the performance of the Bellettriens. It took place
yesterday evening in a hall (of the Comedie) not too empty; the stage,
noticeably smaller than the one in Lausanne, came to life more readily;
in addition, the actors knew their roles better. The good will of the
audience equaled, even surpassed, that of the Montreux audience.
Finally, the play, with a third removed (they began at scene ii and
stopped at the xiiith immediately followed by the xviith and last), did
not tire the audience so annoyingly and the show finished a little be-
fore midnight. It is true that yesterday's audience would have been
willing to take more. They followed the dialogue, and every jest car-
ried so long as the inexperienced actors deigned to make the most of
it It depended only on them to interest and amuse much more.
However hidden I remained and obviously eager not to be seen,
Martinet managed to find me and to cling to me in a ratiher embarrass-
ing way. In the corner of a deserted bar where I had taken refuge
during an intermission to escape the eyes of the curious, I was ap-
proached by the son of Dr. Andreas, whom I had not seen since he was